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The Un-Death of the Author: The Fictional Afterlife of Bram Stoker
William Hughes
As an author, Bram Stoker has long been the subject of an intense process of fictionalisation. This process is, arguably, almost totally a consequence of the critical drive to interpret Dracula through the biography of its author, to trace its origins in what have been conventionally interpreted as the significant but traumatic incidents of Stoker's life, from his mysterious childhood illness to the alleged syphilis which supposedly hastened his death. As Barbara Belford asserts in the Introduction to her Bram Stoker: A Biography of the Author of Dracula (1996) , Calumnies have been spawned to justify the premise that no genial Irishman could have written such a perversely sexual novel. In biography and fiction, Stoker variously has been given a frigid wife, a penchant for prostitutes (particularly during their menstrual period), a sexually transmitted disease, and inherited insanity. (1996: x) If this were not enough, Stoker has additionally been configured as a repressed homosexual in a queer triangular relationship with Oscar Wilde and his literary reputation; a sentimental hero-worshipper; and the victimor witness -of child sexual abuse. 1 Implicitly, then, Stoker can be 'no genial Irishman', because he wrote such a work as Dracula. In common with all eminent, notorious or representative Victorians, Stoker must be something other than what he actually said he was. In other words, he cannot, in modern critical and biographical discourse, be anything other than an evocative repository of secrets, repressed desires and abiding guilt.
In the perception of his 19th-century counterparts, however, Stoker was, indeed, explicitly 'the genial acting manager' (175), 'a mild, gentle Irishman' (216) whose 'ruddy face, bright eyes and beaming smile are sufficient to placate even the most cross-grained visitor' (210) to the Lyceum Theatre. 2 Stoker's visual presence, whether recorded in the sober formality of evening dress or the dishevelled aftermath of attempting to save a drowning man in the Thames, is likewise bluff, guileless, chivalricand, if not genial, at least courteous and urbane. 3 This is very much the impression, it might be added, which might be gleaned from the author's own essays into the field of autobiography. Stoker's Personal Reminiscences of Henry Irving (1906) is sporadically its author's autobiography, also, and the source of a corpus of potentially conflicting material that configures the writer of Dracula as being open in his spontaneous professions of emotion, the very presence of which hint of a darker, repressed and possibly effeminate self to counterpart the stridently manly exterior.
The short intimation which accompanies the epiphanic moment on 3 December 1876 when Stoker effectively cemented his friendship with Irving is the pivot upon which so many accounts of the author's life and assumed character are forced to revolve (Stoker, Personal Reminiscences, vol. 1, 1906: 32-3) . The author's retrospective account of himself, which is associated with an apparently unfeigned emotional outburst in Irving's presence, contains the core of much that has been rendered significant in subsequent attempts to fictionalise a troubled and complex character truly worthy of the author of Dracula. Stoker recalls his demeanour in the silence that followed Irving's closing words thus:
As to its effect I had no adequate words. I can only say that after a few seconds of stony silence following his collapse I burst out into something like a violent fit of hysterics. (Personal Reminiscences, vol. 1, 1906: 31) Such extraordinary behaviour in the company of even theatrical gentlemen must surely demand an explanation -and Stoker is quick to contextualise his outburst. The account continues with Stoker explaining: I was no hysterical subject. I was no green youth; no weak individual, yielding to a superior emotional force. I was as men go a strong man, strong in many ways. If autobiography is allowable in a work of reminiscence let me here say what I was:
I was a very strong man. It is true that I had known weakness. In my babyhood I used, I understand to be, often at the point of death. Certainly, till I was about seven years old I never knew what it was to stand upright. (Personal Reminiscences, vol. 1, 1906: 31) 
